THE   LIGHT   THAT  FAILED
applied to the huntsmen and their steeds, are noble and
chivalrous: 'Three hundred gentlemen, able to ride,
Three hundred horses as gallant and free'.
'His ballads,' writes Holbrook Jackson in a page
of generous and discerning praise—'his ballads and
eclogues, a few of his lyrics and passages in his poetic
tragedies are already graven on the scroll of immortal
verse. His "Testaments" belonged to another realm
as they belong also to another period. They lack the
old fine flavour of the poetry of his less purposeful days,
and they hardly fulfil his own promise of a new poetry.
They are in the main arrested poetry. The strife of
the poet for a new expression, a new poetic value, is too
evident, and you lay these later works down baffled and
unconvinced, but reverent before the courage and
honesty of a mind valiantly beating itself to destruction
against the locked and barred door of an unknown and
perhaps non-existent reality/
Few read or remember him now, perhaps none,
unless they happen to have flourished in the Nineties.
Yet Davidson, poor shy, self-conscious, sensitive little
schoolmaster, pathetically trying to play the strong man,
Davidson, whose 'manliness', whose defiance was a
symptom of a terrible inferiority complex, was a poet
withal. But alas, his inspiration came and went fitfully,
and at last it went to return no more. *I am ill,' he
once wrote sadly to John Lane, 'not from overwork,
but because I cannot work at all.* The gleam had
faded, the spring had been taken out of his year, and
the blank, the sense of collapse and negation, was more
than he could bear.
But the sense of neglect, disappointment, failure,
wrung from him a cry which will echo down the ages.
There is, of its kind, nothing finer and, at the same time,
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